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Sonnet for Good

The time's a tree to hang from as I die,

While steel thorns spike my wrists into the wood,

And from my running wounds the anemone

Drips on the passive soil in scabs of blood.

There were not lacking those to thrust out tongue,

Nor those to squabble for my scanty gear,

Nor those to wish me strength to suffer long

And break my bones when I could bear no more.

Malevolence of man's secreted sins

Is nothing to the agony of sap

That rises to redemption in my veins

And gimlets all my flesh with buds of hope.

Death is less terrible than third-day birth,
When blood shall blossom on the holy earth.

MERVYN PEAKE

Had Each a Voice what would His
Fingers cry

His fingers that were trained to bind

The shadows of his mind

To paper with slim lead

Grasp grimmer substance than a pencil's measure.

Not cedar but the trigger's steel

Is what they feel,

And in a longer barrel

Lead of as fleet an impulse waits the pressure.